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Summary: After Commander Cody suffers a trauma, he comes to his 
commanding officers for help; General Kenobi goes behind the 
Council's back to right a wrong committed by a traitorous clone, 
while Ahsoka Tano helps Cody to cope. When black and white appears as 
grey, they all must seek to find the Light again. (Warnings: 
Non-graphic mentions of physical violation.) 


1 . Chapter 1 

Commander Cody woke with one hand cuffed to a bedpost. The room was 
small and the walls were tan with small, green flower designs. The 
clone wore only grey fatigues. He wasn't sure what had occurred from 
point A to point B, all he could remember was returning after another 
battle... And apparently, he had arrived here instead of where he had 
intended to arrive. Wherever _here_ was. 

He could hear a city outside - speeder lights flashing outside of the 
closed window. The noise made its way through the thin walls. He 
dropped his head back against the pillow, trying to make sense of the 
last few hours. He just... couldn't remember. It was like his head 
was light - too light. 

The door flung open. He jerked upright, the metal pressing into his 
flesh. His heart thumped in his chest, his skin crawling. The 
newcomer came into the room, paying him no mind. He deposited a bag 
on the table before grabbing a controller, flicking on the 
holoscreen. The man flung himself backwards onto the bed that was 
across the room, hands clasping behind his head. 

Familiar brown eyes watched the movie playing before him. 

Cody shuddered. 


"What is this?" he growled. Whoever it was still paid him no mind 
only continued watching the film. It was another clone. Confusion 



threatened to cloud his senses. The nameless brother gave a hearty 
laugh at something one of the characters said, before falling back 
into silence. 

The room smelled sickly sweet. Cody nearly gagged. "What is your name 
and rank, trooper?" 

"I'll get to you in a minute," the man replied, putting his hand in 
the air. For whatever reason, it sent cold down the commander's 
spine. He scowled. 

"Haar'chak, what is this?" 

Finally, he had gotten the other clone's attention. Amber eyes met 
his own. A small smile spread across the man's expression before he 
looked back at the holoscreen. "We'll have a little 
fun . " 

"...Slick." The betrayer. Cody's look of disgust deepened. 

Slick didn't acknowledge him. Again. He just went back to watching 
his movie, blue colors flashing against the wall before them. 

Cody ground his teeth together, trying to pull his hand free. "Don't 
bother with that. You can't get out of those - even if you broke your 
thumb . " 

Cody was the one to ignore him this time. He would break the whole 
bedpost off if he had to... 

"You won't be able to break the bedpost off, either. Before you try 
that . " 

"Why are you doing this. Slick?" 

"I want... I want you to feel afraid." 

A foreign sick feeling twisted in Cody's gut. His scowl deepened - if 
that was possible. Slick finally moved off of the bed, beginning to 
cross the room. He tilted his head, a smile growing on the man's 
face. The face he shared with millions of brothers. The face Cody saw 
in the mirror. 

His brother, the betrayer. 

All any of them did was fight the war that other's couldn't fight on 
their own. 

The man wanted to do him harm. 

And he knew exactly what. 

**AN: This is more of a prologue; and there will be no actual 
descriptions of Slick's act. Feedback is always wonderful, thank you 
for reading, and I do hope you enjoyed. Gramercy! Bonne chance et God 
bless ! ** 


2 . Chapter 2 



The armor felt both uncomfortably close, and... safe. Cody walked 
down the halls, his heart beating quickly inside his chest. He needed 
to get to the council. What was he to tell them? He would tell them 
the truth. Parts of it. He felt light headed, and tried to shake it 
away. He pulled the helmet on. He couldn't even stand the eyes 
briefly glancing at him, and his bruised face. 

He struggled to swallow. 

He struggled to breathe. 

He was going to come before the most gifted Jedi, and only tell them 
the half truth. It was never something he should do a€" yet he 
couldn't think of it as wrong. They didn't need to know everything. 
Not everything was relevant. He would tell them what was relevant; he 
was a good soldier. Nothing else would matter to the safety of the 
Jedi, or his own men. It wouldn't effect him in battle. 

He kept walking, his footsteps echoing down the halls. They would 
probably be in for a meeting. 

His heart felt sick. He'd finally reached the room. He took a deep 
breath; it sounded wounded, even to himself. All inside, the Jedi 
were seated a€" Yoda, Mace Windu, Kit Fisto, Plo Koon, Obi-Wan. He 
couldn't look at Obi-Wan. His gut twisted. He found a fixed place in 
the wall to stare at, though it seemed he was respectfully looking 
towards Mace Windu. 

_Let it be over soon._ 

He worked his helmet off a€" ignoring the shaking of his own hands. 
His face was battered enough that they probably wouldn't ask why they 
could senseaC | Pain. 

"Something to report, have you. Commander?" Yoda asked, green eyes 
staring at the clone. 

Obi-Wan, on the other hand, could sense his commander's stress... as 
though he'd just walked into a room of enemies. The Jedi was puzzled, 
but stayed silent. 

"Former Sergeant Slick captured me last night on my way back to the 
barracks - I managed to escape. I believe he wishes to send a blow to 
the Republic, but he didn't tell me of his plans." Cody could feel 
bile creeping up his throat, pain twisting in his head. They wouldn't 
try to Sense too much, or to dig too far into his thoughts, would 
they? 

The Jedi exchanged glances. Obi-Wan saw Master Windu 's expression of 
doubt. Obi-Wan knew that the masters could all sense the slight 
apprehension in the clone's words. Obi-Wan didn't leave the room in 
silence long. "Do you know where he is?" 

"Yes, General. He's here on Coruscant. At the Folyster Inn." Cody 
gagged. He bit his tongue. 

"Why do you believe he is a threat?" Windu asked. 

Obi-Wan's gaze slowly turned to the older Master. "If Cody says he is 
a threat, then he is. Master Windu, " Obi-Wan spoke, folding his arms 



in front of himself until they disappeared in the sleeves of his 
robes . 

"He threatened the Jedi, and all of the Republic." Cody's hands 
twitched, waiting till he could put the helmet back on. 

Obi-Wan nodded. Mace Windu gave the other Jedi a long stare, then 
turned his attention back to Cody. "Very well. Have your division 
prepare to apprehend him." 

"Yes, sir." Cody turned on a heel after a half nod, half bow of 
acknowledgement. He made his way out of the door, and he couldn't go 
quickly enough. Bile burned his throat, and he kept it there. Better 
than retching. He still had a job to do. 

Obi-Wan nodded to the other masters. "I will accompany them." 

"May the Force be with you, " Plo called after him. 

Obi-Wan saw the concerned look in the other Jedi ' s eyes. He bowed to 
the council, then headed out of the room, all but speed-walking after 
Cody. (It never really hit him how fast the clones walked 
sometimes... that is, until he needed to catch up to them.) The 
council doors slid shut behind him, and Obi-Wan strode through the 
halls after Cody. 

The Commander tried to catch his breath. The whole hallway seemed to 
spin - he put his helmet back on, his strained breathing echoing back 
to himself. He hadn't had time to tell his men, they had no idea he 
had even been captured. He had come straight to the Council. Well, 
nearly. He knew his focus was slipping. 

"Cody..." Obi-Wan called, stopping where he was to stare at the 
crackling grey force signature around the clone. 

Cody flinched and came to a halt. He hadn't noticed his approach. He 
tried to loosen the knots that his muscles had become. He turned, 
straightening up, his arms by his sides. "Yes, sir?" His heart was 
thundering; his skin crawled. 

"I'm resending the Council's order. Anakin is taking the 501st to 
handle it." Obi-Wan had not yet discussed this with his former 
padawan, but the young Jedi would be more than willing... this he 
already knew. "You look like you could use rest." 

"Thank you. General." Cody raised a hand to his neck, touching the 
black material of the suit beneath his armor. "If you..." He laughed 
uncomfortably; a foreign sound. His throat threatened to close. He 
needed to get it out, because it was the truth, and if he didn't 
speak now, he feared he wouldn't be able to again. "If you wouldn't 
mind, sir - I would appreciate the company." 

Obi-Wan nodded. His expression was laced with concern... It didn't 
take words to know this wasn't "normal." "The halls are crowded..." 
Obi-Wan gestured toward the doors leading into a much larger circular 
room . 

Cody started walking towards the room - before freezing. His joints 
seemed to simply... stop. He clenched his hands, making himself 
continue forward. His hand moved towards the holstered blaster on his 



belt even as he stepped through, lights automatically coming 
on . 

Obi-Wan took a moment to hit the button on his wrist-comm. 

"Anakin? " 

"Obi-Wan . " 

"I need you to take a team and apprehend Slick at the Folyster Inn. 
Consider him armed and dangerous." 

"I thought he was in prison," Anakin' s voice sank to an angry 
tone . 

"He was. Take him back into custody-use whatever force 
necessary . " 

"Very well, my former Master." 

Cody moved inside the room, habitually making sure it was empty. He 
let out a growl. He wanted to take the armor off - to keep it from 
pressing against his skin - but he needed it to stay. The thought of 
it gone was worse than the feeling it gave. 

"Are you all right?" Obi-Wan wondered why he even asked. The answer 
was so plainly obvious. 

Cody wasn't sure how to answer by this point. He felt like he was 
suffocating. He couldn't seem to make up his mind, to leave the 
helmet on or off - so he took it off again, setting it on the table 
in the midst of the large room. "I lied to the Council, sir. I'm 
sorry, sir." He didn't turn around, only lowered his head, pressing 
the palm of his hand against his forehead. 

Obi-Wan stilled for a moment. "I know... And I know you wouldn't have 
done so without good reason," Obi-Wan stated quietly. 

"I just can't stop... thinking. I can't stop remembering." 

Obi-Wan stayed silent. The darkness of the Force around Cody was 
black as night... And Obi-Wan knew... even without knowing, _he 
knew ._ 

"Cody..." For the first time since he began training to be a Jedi, 
Obi-Wan felt his heart shatter within him. 

"I did everything right. I checked in after the relief mission, I 
locked the door, I cleared the room..." Even his war-born paranoia 
hadn't been enough. What would be? Cody choked, brown eyes screwed 
tightly shut. 

"Cody... it's not your fault." All clones received the same training, 
so Slick would have easily known what Cody would do... Slick. The 
traitor. A name that was quickly becoming a curse in Obi-Wan's 
mind . 

"Haar'chak!" The Commander slammed a fist down on the table. Both 
hands against the surface, he dropped his head until his chin brushed 
against his chest. He wore a pained snarl. 



Obi-Wan strode across the room and moved to the opposite side of the 
small table. "You couldn't have known." 

Cody forced himself to look at the General. "I have to fight. I have 
to do something." 

Obi-Wan nodded. The need to push away the darkness was something 
every living thing felt... and he understood. But at the same time, 
he didn't want to send Cody off to some battle field, like this-not 
yet. "Rest first. There will be much to do." The war wouldn't stop 
for any one person, (though Obi-Wan wished it would) 

"I can't calm my thoughts to rest. General." Cody wouldn't disobey an 
order. He had to try to rest. "Is there anything you can do?" He 
hated to ask; it was easier to be angry. It wasn't his place to 
request anything. "Is there anything?" his voice fell to a 
whisper . 

Obi-Wan's heart clenched in on itself. He nodded. The very life of 
the Jedi code demanded them to have compassion on the suffering; but 
even if it didn't, Obi-Wan would still have found a way. "Yes," 
Obi-Wan turned and glanced across the room. He wouldn't send Cody 
back to the clone barracks... it wouldn't help. In fact, he guessed 
that was the last place he should be at this moment in time. "You'll 
stay in the temple... it's less crowded," Obi-Wan mumbled, more to 
himself than Cody, but because he'd said it aloud, it was easily 
audible in the large, empty room. "That is... if it's all right. I 
believe I can help you." 

"Yes-sir." Cody pushed away from the table, picking up the helmet 
with trembling hands. He clenched them tighter. 

Obi-Wan led the way, trailing along at a determined-but 
not-f ast-pace . "My room is on the far side of the east wing. I have 
Council meetings, and won't be there anyway-you can stay as long as 
you care to..." Obi-Wan focused on the Force as he walked, trying to 
find his center in it. 

"Thank you. General." Cody's jaw muscle twitched as he clenched his 
teeth. He could barely stand the sound of his own breathing. The urge 
to scratch off his own skin was growing. 

"You're welcome." Obi-Wan turned back long enough to give a quick 
nod. He was glad Cody asked him for help. Truly. It would never be 
too much... there would never be a limit to what Obi-Wan would do to 
help his friends. (Despite the Order's dislike of forming 
attachments, Obi-Wan was only human, and couldn't help it.) 

They reached the east wing, and Cody continued to follow behind the 
General. He would survive; if he could make it through this night, 
and through the next. He would survive. 

Obi-Wan led to a door at the end of the hall. He pressed a button on 
the side and the silver door slid away. His room was larger than the 
rooms in the Jedi cruisers, nearly three times the size. A bed sat 
across the room on the right side. Across from that, a desk with 
scrolls and books. (Yes, books. Obi-Wan liked them better than 
holopads) A window at the far end looked out across the city at 
shining lights and busy intersections. The only other thing in the 
room was a meditation mat beside the bed. 



Obi-Wan stepped into the room and stood out of the way. "Now... I'll 
do what I can. The Force can be used to..." Obi-Wan paused. He'd 
never had to explain the Force to a non-Force user. "...The Force can 
be used for many things; meditation, battle, healing, and other such 
things..." he started. "Come, sit..." Obi-Wan led the way, and sank 
easily onto his meditation mat. 

Cody moved forward, sitting cross-legged in front of the other man. 

He gracefully spun his helmet and set it on the ground, setting his 
still-quaking hands on his knees. 

Obi-Wan nodded approvingly. "Close your eyes and open your mind. 

Think of only the air around you-its life, and its age... Focus on 
it." Obi-Wan seemed to be following his own instructions by 
rote . 

Cody quirked a high-arched eyebrow before shutting his eyes. He did 
as he was told; though, it was certainly a different set of orders 
than he usually received. 

Obi-Wan smiled slightly as he felt the twinge of cynical doubt from 
his commander. "Breathe, and focus... shut everything out. Listen to 
the air..." Obi-Wan opened his eyes and held a hand forward, 
channeling his Force connection toward Cody. The blue and silver 
light flowed toward the clone like mist, slowly circling around him. 
Obi-Wan focused all his attention on the darkness. He pushed it away 
with his light, using the Force as a shield against the residing 
dark . 

The quiet fell, but it became louder and softer than the pain; 
stronger than the noise. Cody couldn't place the feeling with 
another. But it was pushing away the dark, like blue light against 
oily black tendrils. 

Obi-Wan could feel the distant echoes of pain, betrayal, and anger. 
They seemed to fly in his face all at once, stealing away the air. He 
breathed through it, continuing the Force-healing... blocking the 
memories into little more than a distant vague shadow of what they 
were. They would be there... they would always be there, because 
nothing was ever really forgotten, but now, they would be far 
away . 

The Commander's breathing evened out. The Force - he couldn't see it, 
he would never see it, he was no Jedi . But he could feel it - the 
presence of the Light. 

Obi-Wan raised his other hand, pushing the darkness away and casting 
the Light toward Cody. For a moment, the clone disappeared in silver 
light, then it slowly faded to a soft glow. Obi-Wan shivered, only 
for a moment. The darkness passed over him, and disappeared, leaving 
only its fading echo. Finally, the Jedi let his hands fall to his 
side, where he ended up using them to prop himself up. It had taken 
more than he'd expected... He supposed it would be more difficult 
with a non-Force sensitive... but he knew it was right, and worth 
it . 

"You should rest now, Cody, " Obi-Wan spoke, his voice almost too 
quiet to hear, if not for the fact it was completely silent in the 
room . 



"May I take the floor?" The clone's voice sounded off 
somehow . 


wrong 


"If you'd prefer the floor to a bed," Obi-Wan said with a soft smile, 
trying to contain a slight laugh. 

"There's no bed here, Wolly." Cody seemed to 'wake up'. There was a 
moment of exhausted-shock as he looked at the Jedi . 

Obi-Wan quirked an eyebrow at him. "You most certainly do need rest." 
He stood and offered a hand toward the clone, pointing the other one 
to the bed in the corner of the room. 

"Right. Yes-sir." Cody shook his head, taking the offered hand and 
standing. He gasped at the touch and drew his hand back to himself. 

He snatched his helmet on the way up. The man moved towards the bed; 
there was a distant sorrow, and a quiet hum of Light, but he ignored 
them both. He sat on the bed, swinging his legs onto the mattress. 

His breathing evened out into soft, even sounds nearly the moment his 
head hit the pillow. 

Obi-Wan carefully edged the blanket over his friend. How the man 
could sleep in 88 pounds of armor was nothing short of a miracle to 
the Jedi. "Sleep well, Cody." Obi-Wan turned, heading to the door. He 
had some business to take care of; to ensure that Slick wouldn't hurt 
anyone-or Cody-ever again. 

**AN: Well, there are approximately thirty chapters to this. I'll 
post as often as once a day. Thank you for the favorite and follows, 
I'm glad to see it's being enjoyed. Have an excellent day, et merci 
beaucoup ! * * 

**Zoe: I'm very glad! Thank you for your feedback, ma cherie. Cody 
and Ahsoka should begin talking soon - chapter... Four, give-or-take? 
*Smiles*** 


3 . Chapter 3 

The Jedi snuck through the shadows of lower Coruscant. He knew what 
he was doing was wrong... or, at least, the Council would see it that 
way. That wasa€"in parta€"why _he_ wasn't going to be the one doing 
it... technically. Obi-Wan pulled the hood of his robe over his hair, 
shuffling through a crowd of people. Cantinas and and street-hawkers 
were everywhere, selling the latest drink or remedy to whatever 
illness people had. But he was looking for a more permanent "cure." 
And he would need something very specific. 

He looked around, making certain no officers, Coruscant guard, or 
Jedi-af filiated people were nearby, then slunk into the closest 
cantina. Now, being a Jedi, and an upstanding citizen, he had no way 
of knowing how exactly to get what it was that he was after. But 
through the Force, he could tell what people would know... 

Obi-Wan approached a scale-y-looking Trandoshan in an orange 
space-suit. He looked shady. Without waiting for an invitation, 
Obi-Wan sat down across from him. The Trandoshian flinched, and 
instantly pulled a blaster on Obi-Wan. "What do you want?" 



Obi-Wan calmly regarded the other. "I'm looking for a bounty hunter, 
and I thought you could help me..." 

The Trandoshan grinned, making a hissing sound. "I could be of 
assistance. What is the job?" 

Obi-Wan huffed. "I'm sure you could, but I'm looking for someone 
specific. Someone who's escaped from a Republic prison." 

The hunter growled, thumping his blaster down on the table. "Why 
would I help you?" 

"I believe you've worked with him before, and would know how to 
contact him. I would pay you for your trouble." 

Red eyes lit up, and he leaned forward. "How much?" 

"One hundred credits to set a meeting." 

"Prove you're good for it." 

Obi-Wan pulled a small bag from a pocket in his robe, and passed it 
across the table. The Trandoshan picked it up, and his eyes widened. 
He grinned, sharp teeth catching the Cantina's green light 
unnaturally. "Who are you looking to contact?" 

"A bounty hunter called Boba Fett . " 

The Trandoshan scowled and hissed. "Why?" 

"No questions. I will talk only to him." Obi-Wan pulled the credits 
back. "You contact him, set up a meeting, and I'll pay you. Do we 
have a deal?" 

The Trandoshan looked longingly at the credits. "Fine. Who do I say 
you are?" 

Obi-Wan paused. He knew there wasn't a chance in the world Boba would 
come if he recognized a Jedi as the one setting the meeting. "Ben... 
Ben Walker . " 

"All right... Ben. Give me a few minutes." With that, the hunter 
stood up, headed toward the back room, and disappeared in the smokey 
atmosphere and green lights of the Cantina. 

Obi-Wan waited, arms folded over his chest. If the council found out 
what he was doing, there would be repercussions... but this time, it 
didn't matter. He was doing what was RIGHT. Or, at very least, he was 
doing what had to be done. 

Time seemed to drag on, and on... Obi-Wan began to wander if his 
bounty-hunter friend had decided money wasn't worth it, and just 
taken off. Obi-Wan shifted in his seat, and prepared to stand, only 
to see the curtain to the back room open, and the Trandoshan 
returned. "He'll meet you here tomorrow, this time. He'll be waiting 
for you. If you're late, he says he won't be here when you 
arrive . " 

"Very well. I will be here." Obi-Wan slid the credits to the 
Trandoshan, stood, and left the cantina. His heart beat wildly in his 



chest, and despite the fact he thought he should be having second 
thoughts... his resolve only strengthened. 

The following evening, Obi-Wan made his way through the crowds, this 
time, trading his Jedi robes for simple civilian clothes to blend in 
better. He headed toward the cantina he'd been in yesterday, and 
checked the time on a holoclock. He was two minutes early. Better 
that than late. So, with that, he strode across the street, avoiding 
a near-collision with a drunk Twilek man, and dodging a flying bottle 
thrown by an angry wookie. Finally, he reached the door, and strode 
in . 

A quick scan of the room revealed exactly what he'd been looking for. 
At the table he'd sat at the previous night, a lone figure in 
Mandalorian armor sat, staring at him as he approached. Obi-Wan could 
see the familiar echo of the Force around him. . . just like it was 
around all the clones, but grey, not blue. 

Obi-Wan reached the table, and could sense the irritation from the 
bounty hunter. (Who still didn't speak.) "I apologize for my 
deceit... but I knew you wouldn't come if I gave my real 
name . " 

"What do you want, Jedi?" 

Obi-Wan watched one of the man's hands disappear beneath the table. 

He knew there was likely a blaster trained on him. Now that he was 
here... Obi-Wan wasn't actually sure how he was to go about this. "I 
have a job for you." He could sense the surprise radiate off of the 
young clone. If not for the Force signature, his body language would 
not have betrayed it. 

"How can I be sure it's not a trap? Jedi don't work with bounty 
hunters . " 

Obi-Wan sat down at the table, "Technically, that isn't true... Shaak 
Ti works side by side with two." 

Behind the mask, Boba snorted. "Some people will snap up any job that 
pays. Why not get one of them?" 

"True. I can't trust them with this... and they are paid by the 
Council and the Kaminoans . They cannot know what I'm doing." 

Boba tilted his head slightly. It was more pronounced by the armor. 
"You saying you trust me?" 

Obi-Wan steeled his expression. "Yes." 

Boba nodded, cuing Obi-Wan to proceed. 

"I'll give you the details, and if you've not been convinced then we 
both walk away." 

Again, the bounty hunter nodded. 

"It started near the beginning of the war. A man-a clone-betrayed his 
brothers. He was shipped to Republic prison on Coruscant... but he 
paid bounty-hunter Cad Bane to help him escape..." Obi-Wan paused. He 
didn't know how he would explain it. "He wanted revenge... and... He 



did something no one should ever do, to hurt a brother. He was 
recaptured and sent back to prison... but it isn't 
enough . " 

Silence . 

Obi-Wan leaned forward. "I'm willing to pay." He pulled a small box 
from his robe, and slid it forward. "Three-thousand credits." 

The bounty hunter leaned forward, reached to the side of his helmet, 
hit the release, and pulled it off. His expression was surprisingly 
pained. "I don't want your money. Just this once, Jedi . . . I'll help 
you. My father taught me honor, above everything." 

Obi-Wan nodded slowly. "Very well." 

"You understand, I will need the prison's schematics; entry points, 
ventilation systems, weak points, and guard shifts." 

"I do." The Jedi pushed a holodisk across the table. "It's all 
there . " 

"What's the target's name?" 

In that moment, Obi-Wan felt something he likely shouldn't; 
satisfaction. Hearing the traitor referred to as a target, rather 
than a human, felt like payback. Obi-Wan pushed the dangerous feeling 
away . "Slick . " 

Replacing his helmet, Boba nodded, pushed away from the table, and 
stood only long enough to say "It will be done." With that, he 
turned, leaving Obi-Wan in the smoke-filled cantina. 

The holocast showed it over and over... playing the chaos in the 
Republic prison. A fire had been started in the ventilation system, 
causing the entire facility to be thrown into mass transfer... 
securing prisoners, and moving them to another holding location while 
the prison was swept; checked for potential bomb threats. In the 
chaos, Obi-Wan had seen it... though no one else had. A shadow in the 
dark... then it moved-he moved. A clone, dressed in the same white 
armor as all the others... but Obi-Wan didn't mistake the grey 
Force-haze around the man. The clone stepped into the crowd, getting 
lost among the sea of guards, and prisoners. 

A voice began broadcasting the news. "_Only hours ago, a threat was 
made on the Republic prison. Several bombs were said to have been 
placed in major areas of the facility. The destruction of the prison 
would level several city blocks. However, it was later discovered 
that only a fuel line had ruptured, igniting a small fire. The threat 
was only a ruse; a local terrorist taking credit to cause panic. In 
the mass effort to transfer those held in the prison, a prisoner lost 
his life in the initial chaos_. " 

Obi-Wan turned away at that moment. Something clicked in his head, 
and he breathed out a shaky sigh. It was over. Slick was dead. 

At that moment, his wrist-comm beeped, beckoning for his attention. 
"It's done . " 


"How did he die?" 



"Officially? Trampled by rioting prisoners. They'll be mopping him 
off the floors for the next few hours." 

Obi-Wan smirked. He didn't ask for the real story. It was enough to 
know that the job was done, and Slick would never hurt anyone again. 
"Well then, our business is finished. I'll get you a ship to..." 

"No need . " 

At that moment, Obi-Wan looked out the window... the windows rattled, 
and a familiar ship hovered for a moment, curved edges blocking the 
sinking sun from view for the briefest of seconds, then it fell in 
with the other ships, disappearing from view in the busy Coruscant 
lights . 

"Always a pleasure, working with a Jedi . " 

The transmission ended, leaving Obi-Wan in the silence of his room, 
with a secret he would take to his grave, and secure in the knowledge 
that he'd done the right thing; the only thing that mattered. 

**AN: And here is this, one of the things promised in the summary... 

I do hope you enjoyed. Have a wonderful afternoon! Or morning, 
wherever you are in the world.** 

* *StarWars JediGirl : Yes - but in the end. Darkness is nothing! 
*Smiles*** 


4 . Chapter 4 

When he woke, he couldn't open his eyes. Cody made a face, slowly 
popping one open at a time - though squinting. Crumbs fell against 
them. He cringed, rubbing a gloved hand over his eyelids and lashes 
until they could open completely. Groggily, he forced his aching 
limbs to move. 

As soon as he stood, he fell to his knees. The world turned to black 
and colored spots, spinning around him. "Great, " he murmured. Just 
what he needed. The memories were in his head, but they were foggy. 
Blurred by either grey or blue, forced to the back of his mind. He 
peered around the room as soon as his vision cleared. 

He could see the sunrise just beginning. It was beautiful, 
really . 

Cody stood, holding his hand out to balance himself. He briefly 
glanced back at the helmet, which was still on the bed, and in a 
moment decided to leave it for the time being. He was parched, and 
hungry. Certainly too hungry for a man who ' d only slept eight hours. 
Licking dry lips, he started off towards the door. It slid open 
before him and closed as soon as he was out. 

The walk was long and quiet - peaceful. He relished it. He ran a hand 
through his hair, trying to fix the disarray that it had become. 
Needless to say, it didn't entirely work. His other hand scrubbed 
over his jaw, only to pull back in both surprise and annoyance. The 
feeling was rough against the glove's material. He peered into a 
window - it was still dark enough outside that he could see some of 



his reflection. He had a shadow growing. He was never anything but 
clean shaven. 

With a look of disgust he continued forward. 

Finally, he reached the Mess Hall. The doors were already propped 
open, and a gentle artificial light flowed from inside. He strode 
inside, and at the same moment his stomach gurgled - something he'd 
liken to... perhaps a cross between a Wookiee and a Silo Beast - 
announcing his arrival. Hopefully there was no one there to hear 
anyways. His scowl deepened. 

Only a few people-most ly padawans and younglings-milled about the 
large room, getting an early start for their training. 

From across the room, Obi-Wan sensed something-someone-f ami liar. He 
looked up and smiled. "Oh good, Cody." 

Cody started towards the General. "General Kenobi, " he spoke. His 
voice sounded quite a bit more. . . Crackily. . . than usual. He was very 
close to becoming extremely annoyed with all of the morning 
malfunctions . 

Obi-Wan could sense the annoyance as if it were his own. "You've 
slept two days." 

"That would explain it." Cody sat across from Obi-Wan, resting his 
arms on the table. He looked around the room for a moment. He felt 
rather out of place in the temple. 

When he looked back, Obi-Wan was covered in blue. Wispy, white and 
blue Light. Disturbed was a word for what he felt. 

Obi-Wan gave Cody a side-ways glance. For a brief moment, he 
considered telling Cody about the... incident at the prison. One way 
or another, he would hear about it. Now wasn't the time. "How do you 
feel?" 

"What?" Cody blinked, and the Light disappeared. "Ah. Better sir, 
thank you . " 

Obi-Wan blinked rapidly, feeling Cody's confusion. He could always 
sense his men... and yes, Cody more than the others, as he worked 
closely with him. Still, he rarely felt the clone's emotions, only 
his presence. Obi-Wan attributed it to the fact he'd been so 
concerned. He was trying to sense how Cody felt. 

Cody shivered. "Did they find him, sir?" 

Obi-Wan breathed in a long, deep breath. Now was the time then. "The 
prison was evacuated due to bomb threats. He was killed in the 
resulting chaos." Obi-Wan bit back his satisfaction. It wasn't right 
to be pleased over death. (Even though Slick had deserved death.) But 
Obi-Wan couldn't deny the little darkness deep within his 
soul . 

"Bomb threats?" Cody ignored the tugging in his soul. Sorrow. The 
anger had been pushed away, the darkness had fled; leaving only the 
quiet, bitter sorrow. He felt a loss he couldn't grieve. "How was he 
killed?" 



Obi-Wan felt guilt. It choked him and whispered in his mind to lie. 

If he denied what he'd done, Cody wouldn't question it. And that 
thought horrified him. So before he allowed any more darkness, he 
started talking. "I spoke to him-before he was sent back to 
prison..." he began, "...He hadn't changed, and vowed he would escape 
again." Obi-Wan paused and looked straight at Cody. "I couldn't allow 
it, but I couldn't stop it any other way." Obi-Wan's voice lowered to 
a whisper. "I spoke with Fett . I don't know what he did- I didn't want 
to." 

Cody returned the other man's stare. "...Thank you." His voice 
matched the Jedi ' s quietly spoken tones. "I'm sorry, sir. Thank you." 
The betrayer was dead; and with him were the echoes of Cody's pain - 
humiliation. No one else would hear. No one would know; no one would 
see . 

Obi-Wan nodded, feeling a weight lifted off his shoulders. The truth 
had freed him, and no one else need ever know of any of it. Things 
felt... right. Or at least, they felt just... as though the crime had 
finally been sentenced correctly, and the outcome was as it should 
be . 

Cody leaned back. His voice came out stronger, much more so than it 

had since... "I'm here to grab some grub, sir. You already 

eat?" 


Obi-Wan glanced around. "Oh, no... nothing much, anyway. I'd been 
delayed..." he motioned toward a datapad sitting on the table beside 
himself. "The 143rd is taking over for the 212th on a mission to 
Christophsis to aid in the final push against the droids..." 

"When do they ship out?" Cody asked casually as he stood up, moving 
away from the bench. 

"Tomorrow at 0400. Anakin volunteered the 501st, but the council 
denied it and sent them on a relief mission." Obi-Wan smirked. 

"I'm sure he loved that." 

"Oh, he handled it well enough." Obi-Wan carried on the conversation, 
nodding to a group of younglings who stared at him in awe. He 
wondered if this was how normal people acted after discussing a 
murder. It was as though it had been a simple thing like the 
weather . 

Cody looked over the meals - everyone had to ration during wartime. 
Though it seemed, some of it appeared better than MRE ' s and ration 
bars. He still chose frugally. 

Obi-Wan settled for waiting in his place, studying the holopad. The 
prison incident was still in the news... yet now, it just seemed like 
an event that happened, and finished. Obi-Wan found himself a bit 
curious how the bounty hunter had managed to get away with it so 
cleanly . 

At that moment, a voice brought Obi-Wan from his thoughts. 


"Master Kenobi ! " 



Obi-Wan smiled. "Ahsoka." He nodded. 


"Anakin sent me to tell you he's back." 

"Already? " 

"Yes. It was only a relief mission. He also wanted to ask that you 
reassign the 143rd, and let the 501st handle the Christophsis 
mission . " 

"If he wants to change it, let him speak to Master Windu and Master 
Yoda . " 

Ahsoka smiled. "I told him you'd say that." The young padawan turned, 
and caught sight of Cody. "Cody!" She grinned, waving at 
him . 

"Commander Tano, " Cody smiled, nodding in acknowledgment. 

Ahsoka clasped her hands behind her back and strolled along beside 
him, eyeing him with a glazed-over expression. She hummed to herself, 
then the smile was right back in its place. "Good to see you around! 
I'll tell Rex you said hello?" she asked the last as a 
question . 

"Yeah - I may request the 501st and the 212th have another mission 
together soon." 

Ahsoka smiled. "My master would be thrilled. He's just about losing 
it with nothing to do." 

"If there's quiet from the Seppies, I'm sure they're planning 
something." Cody wasn't sure that was a comfort. 

"When are they not?" Ahsoka asked. After several moments of silence, 
she spoke again. "I wonder what life will be like without war... it's 
all I've ever known-all my friends have ever known." She looked 
pointedly at Cody, her expression somewhere between thoughtful and 
wistful . 

"A war can't last forever, sir." He met her gaze, "Just remember who 
you are . " 

"You sound like Master Kenobi . " Ahsoka grinned. 

Cody huffed. "Good luck. Commander Tano." 

"I don't believe in luck, Cody." Her shoulder bumped against his arm 
and she turned, heading back toward the exit . 

Obi-Wan shook his head and smiled, having witnessed and heard the 
conversation. "She is much like Anakin... But with more sense." 

"She is wise; and kind." 

"She is that." Obi-Wan nodded in agreement. 

As Cody watched the padawan ' s retreating back, he saw it again - the 
light. Blue Light following her movements. He blinked, and just as 
before, it was gone. 



**AN: Thank you for the follows and favorites, I hope you enjoyed 
this chapter! All feedback is appreciated.** 


5 . Chapter 5 

Two days later, Obi-Wan strode through the halls, heading toward the 
hangar-toward the Resolute. He'd parted ways with Cody only a few 
hours ago, and found himself wondering how the commander was fairing. 
He would find out soon enough. 

The 501st and the 212 were being sent to the planet Bythal . 
Separatists had invaded, trying to persuade the peaceful people to 
turn over their lands to them, for droid factories. The people-not 
wanting to be part of the war had refused-and had been under attack 
ever since. They were being slaughtered. Contacting the Republic, 
they had requested help, and stated they would sign a treaty with the 
Republic if they would assist them in ridding their world of the 
Separatist droids. They had agreed, assigning Anakin, Obi-Wan, and 
their clone troops to Bythal. 

Obi-Wan rounded the corner, and spotted Anakin standing in the large 
hangar, directing several clones carrying supplies, toward the 
Resolute. "Anakin!" 

"Obi-Wan, glad to see you decided to join us." Anakin met the other 
man halfway, smirking slightly. 

"Someone has to make sure you reach the correct planet, " Obi-Wan 
responded with a smile. 

"Yes, my former master." Anakin ' s expression hardly changed. He 
turned back towards the Resolute and began walking, only briefly 
glancing back to see if Obi-Wan was following. 

Obi-Wan moved beside him, keeping the pace easily. "Bythal is only a 
days travel away in hyperpsace, " the older Jedi noted. 

Anakin nodded. 

"Generals." The young Skywalker looked sideways as Commander Cody 
joined them, coming to walk by his side. He held his helmet under an 
arm. Anakin noted that his face was still bruised from Slick's attack 
- he'd heard the men discussing the traitor, but ever since his death 
the angry discussions had all but halted. 

"It's good to see you up. Commander." 

"Ah, good to be doing something again, sir." 

Obi-Wan nodded to Cody, and turned his attention to the Resolute and 
its crew, preparing to leave. "The Council stated we should be 
expecting minimal resistance from the Separatists, as they'd only 
sent a small force to Bythal." 

Men from the 212st joined with the 501st in carrying supplies. Cody 
briefly watched their actions while the Jedi spoke. 

"They have very few ships, " Anakin commented. 



"Well, that is good. Though we shouldn't underestimate them." Obi-Wan 
stroked his beard, frowning in thought. Anakin nodded again. They 
reached the ramp and Anakin went first, entering the ship. The other 
men would be following as soon as they finished gathering the 
supplies; which wouldn't take much time at all. 

"Generals, Commander, " Rex saluted. 

"Captain," Obi-Wan nodded, then turned back to Anakin. "We should 
speak to the admiral." He turned, nodding to Cody, and then heading 
down the hall. 

"Rex; it's been a while," Cody spoke. 

"It has." He nodded. When the Jedi rounded the corner and 
disappeared, he turned his attention back to Cody. "Are you all 
right? Meant to talk to you sooner... but I couldn't find you." He 
briefly looked confused, but let it slip. 

"I'm alive." Cody began to walk down the hallway. "I'll never 
understand why one of our own..." 

"He wasn't one of us," Rex responded quietly. "He looked like us, but 
a brother wouldn't betray their own." 

"No. He was a monster." Cody's voice was lined with bitter grief - he 
reminded himself to push it away, before it resurfaced. 

Rex nodded, but didn't push it further, recognizing the 
barely-controlled tone in his friend's voice. "Good to have you 
back . " 

"Good to be back, Rex." 


6. Chapter 6 

Cody woke, and as he did, his skin still itched. He had dreamed of 
something, something terrible, but for the life of him he couldn't 
remember it. And he didn't try. He moved off of the cot, silently 
exiting the officer's barracks. The room beside it held their armor - 
he looked for his until he found the familiar white and orange. 

He started the long task of dressing oneself in said armor. 

The commander sighed quietly. At least the battle would provide a 
good distraction from the last few days. He focused on the Light, 
remembering the peace it had offered; and hadn't fully left ever 
since then. It calmed his frayed nerves, whatever remnants of his 
dream had been left were now pushed away. He sought out his blaster, 
doing a safety check of the firing pin, the slide itself; among other 
things . 

He grabbed extra magazines and attached them to his belt. 

Across the room, the door slid open. Ahsoka stood there, a look of 
mild confusion on her face. "Cody?" 


"Yes-sir?" he asked, more out of habit than anything. He met her 



bright blue gaze. "Is something wrong?" 

Ahsoka shook her head and smiled, though her eyes scanned the room 
for a moment. "I thought I sensed something-someone . No matter. What 
are you doing up so early?" She smiled and leaned in the door 
frame . 

"Aaah, I didn't sleep well. Why are you up, sir?" Cody holstered the 
blaster and stood from the bench. 

"I never went to sleep. I have studies-despite what my Master 
believes-f rom the Council. So I've been up, and was about to turn in, 
but I had a question for Master Kenobi . . . " she looked around again, 
as though she expected to see him. "...about something I was 
studying . " 

"I haven't seen him since yesterday. Commander Tano. I don't suppose 
it's anything I can help with?" Probably not. But it was still worth 
asking . 

"Oh... well," Ahsoka smiled. "My studies ask why, before a 
light-saber crystal bonds with a young Jedi, it is colorless. 
Afterwards, it changes to a color. I guess Master Kenobi would 
know... but what's your guess?" Ahsoka grinned as she waited, 
actually interested to know what the clone would guess. 

Cody hummed. "The lightsaber is a Jedi ' s life - but without a Jedi, 
the crystals are left dormant. The crystal will see your Force 
signature and bond to it. To become the color of your 
soul . " 

Ahsoka 's eyes widened. Though she wasn't sure if it was the "correct" 
definition, she could certainly see how it made sense. "That actually 
makes sense." Ahsoka grinned and walked into the room, looking around 
at the various shelves filled with armor and blasters. "Your turn. 
Anything I can help with?" she asked, still smiling. 

Cody smiled. "Uneducated guess." He picked up his helmet from the 
bench and sat down once again, leaning forward. "Did you ever meet 
Slick?" 

Ahsoka made a face that was rather unbecoming of a Jedi. "No... he 
left Christophsis on a prison transport days before I was assigned as 
Anakin's padawan. But I heard of him." She frowned deeply and shook 
her head. "I'm glad I didn't meet him-I don't think I would behaved 
as a Jedi should." 

Cody nodded. "No one ever suspected; till it was too late." He shook 
his head, keeping the Light near enough to keep back the dark. There 
was a gentle white light around Ahsoka; just as there had been a 
Light around Obi-Wan only days prior. He tried to ignore it; even his 
eyes had begun to betray him. 

"But life goes on; and while there is life, there is Light." Ahsoka 
answered in Jedi form, knowing that this was true. 

"I'll never understand your Jedi ways." Cody paused for a moment, "I 
mean no offence by that, sir." 


Ahsoka shook her head. "None taken." 



Cody nodded, "You should rest - if not. I'll stay up with you until 
the General wakes?" 

She nodded slowly. "I've got a bit more studying to do, if you care 
to help with that..." She pulled a holopad from her belt and 
shrugged . 

"Yes-sir." He spun the helmet in his hands without thinking, setting 
it on his knee. "If you want to sit," he left the sentence to hang 
and gestured towards the bench with a nod. 

Ahsoka smiled and sat beside him, holopad in hand. She tapped the top 
right side and the screen lit up. "The Jedi Temple on Coruscant was 
founded by four Jedi Masters. The Temple has four spires around the 
central tower; each spire holds the meeting place of one of the four 
Jedi councils, including the High Council..." she started reading 
aloud, then paused long enough to add her own words, "I'm supposed to 
remember all this; Anakin made a point of telling me there WOULD be a 
qu i z . " 

"How much do you remember?" 

"About the temple, or the founders? The temple is easy to remember... 
the founders, not so much, " Ahsoka sighed. 

"There were two Warrior Masters, and two Sage Masters that founded 
the Temple." Cody wasn't sure where the sudden knowledge of the Jedi 
Temple was coming from; he must have heard Obi-Wan speaking of it 
before . 

Ahsoka looked up at him in slight surprise. "Master Kenobi tells you 
all this?" She laughed. "You probably know more than I do. Anakin is 
more of a... Learn by experience kind of teacher." 

Cody laughed, "Your experience *has* taught you well, Tano." 

Ahsoka made a face and then smiled sweetly. "I'll take that as a 
compliment . " 

" It was one . " 

"Thank you. Now... Warriors and Sage Masters?" 

"The Four Masters built the new Temple, which replaced the one lost 
in the devastation of Ossus, constructed around a natural spire 
rising from Coruscant ' s cityscape, which grew over the millennia into 
a large complex serving as the central headquarters of the Jedi 
Order." Cody was beginning to grow suspicious of himself. Certainly 
Obi-Wan had never spoken so much of the origins of the Temple. 

"Ah, yes! It does say something like that here!" Ahsoka grinned. It 
seemed the clone commander knew more about Jedi business than she 
herself did. "Now, how am I supposed to REMEMBER this?" 

"I've known clones that color associate. Green for the Sage Masters, 
red for the Warrior Masters... I remember key phrases; use them like 
boxes that fit the small details inside." 


Ahsoka nodded. "So, like associating Master Windu with purple? Or... 



maybe black?" She smiled slightly. "That helps, actually." 

Cody hid a smirk. "Yes, like that, sir." 

"Looks like I owe you one," Ahsoka stated, still smiling. 

"In the heat of battle, everyone becomes equal - but the test is 
treating them as such away from the frontlines, " Cody looked at the 
wall as he spoke, "You treat us as equals. There's nothing you owe, 
Ahsoka . " 

Ahsoka nodded once. The clones were her family. (As far as she was 
concerned.) Treating them like equals came as easily as breathing. 
"Still, if you ever need anything..." Ahsoka added. 

"Thank you. Commander Tano. " Cody looked sideways at the young 
woman . 

The Jedi nodded. Again, her blue eyes met his brown ones. Ahsoka 
stared. There was something different about him-something familiar 
and yet, uncharacteristic. 

"What is it, sir?" Cody queried, watching the white Light shift 
around her. 

"Nothing- just .. . you seem different." 

"I feel different." He had spoken it before thinking - usually he was 
more cautious with his words. He frowned and looked at his wringing 
hands . 

Ahsoka shuffled a bit closer. "Not bad though... I mean-I sense 
something from you, but it's not... bad." She wasn't sure what it 
was, but she hoped her words were reassuring, at least. 

"Like what?" Cody straightened. 

Ahsoka shifted slightly. She wasn't actually sure what it was, but 
she knew what it felt like. "It's like... like the Force. I can't 
explain it, but I can sense you more like another Jedi. I know-it 
sounds crazy." 

Cody visibly cringed. There must have been remnants from when Obi-Wan 
had helped him; that explained the Lights he had seen ever since 
then. There was a chance the Council would become suspicious of 
Obi-Wan if they knew what he had done - they would want to know why. 
And if they started investigating? If they learned that he had hired 
Fett? Cody needed to hide it, at least until it went away. 

"Cody?" Ahsoka didn't miss the shift in energy. 

"It's nothing, sir - General Kenobi . . . helped after the incident. 

It's just remnants of that." 

"All right..." She could see that was true. "If there's anything 
else, you can trust me." Ahsoka smiled. 

Anything else? Cody felt guilty. He knew he should tell her. Or tell 
her something. But there was too much, and some of it wasn't his to 
tell. "The General repressed some of my memories of the night. It 



took a lot out of him; It's why the Light's still lingering." 

Ahsoka nodded. "Okay." She took him at his word. 

Cody sighed softly. The anger tried to push through the Light - but 
was banished to the corners of his mind again. He was glad Slick was 
dead . 


End 
f ile . 



